44                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
Obozna and Browarna Streets, by an escarpment constructed of cobblestones, blocks from the sidewalks, earth and junk. A small opening on the left enabled us to look down Browarna Street beyond the barricade. The right side of that street was littered with some fifteen corpses, mostly of women and children, shot while passing by the University grounds by the Germans entrenched there. They were killed on the first day of fighting, but we could not remove the bodies because Browarna Street was closely watched by the enemy, and to go there meant to invite more death. Yet something had to be done about it, as the heat of tihe August sun would decompose the bodies in a few more days. I reported the case to the Headquarters of the Sanitary Service in the hope that some way would be found to cope with it.
The German planes ushered in the third day of the Uprising at the same moment as the bright, burning sun They circled over us low, for they had nothing to fear from our short-range arms. They did not bomb us that morning Instead, they dropped leaflets. I picked one up to see what the latest German tnck was Sweeper, Sparrow and Yanosik peered over my shoulder as I read aloud*
"An order to the Home Army.
"Prime Minister Mikolajczyk's visit to Moscow did not bring about an understanding with Soviet Russia as to the mutual help and collaboration between our two countries. In view of that, I order all the units of the Home Army to return to their bases, as we have begun negotiations with the German authorities to join forces in a common struggle against the Soviet Union.
"August 2, 1944
"Signed: General Bor, Commander-in-Chief of the Home Army."
Ihe men around me shrugged their shoulders at this chimsy forgery. I crumpled the leaflet and threw it away
"They don't want to fight us/* Yanosik said, boastful as